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felers who mei. nightly at Bryan Sheeran's, where, re- 
gardless of his mother's advice, his wife's tears, and the 
endearments of his infant, he continued to dissipate his 
substance, neglect his business, and let his farm run hea- 
vily into arrears. Such was the state of his aff'airs on 
the night the catastrophe above mentioned occui-red at 
Sheeran's. 

"While Andrew Murray was endunng the alternations 
of hope and despair at the gambling house, his mother 
and wife were sitting at their spinning wheels, near a dull 
fire; the season had been broken, and their turf was badly 
saved. After a long silence, only interrupted by the hum 
of their wheels, the mother, heaving a deep sigh, said — 
" The Lord look down on us the night, an' save my poor 
boy from harum — Jenny dear, there's somethin*" over me, 
— the weight iv the world is on my heart." 

"Ye're tired spinnin," replied Jenny, "time for ye; 
throw by the wheel — take a blast iv the pipe — it's far in 
the night— go to bed,'' 

"Im not tired, avourneen ; I don*t care for the pipe ; 
och, och, the great God save ye, Andy, a vick ma chree 
(son of my heart." 

** Amin, am in," repeated the wife, " wid the help iv 
God nothen 'ill happen him." 

"Maybe so, acushla; the Lord is stronger nor man — 
but O wirra, I'm in dread— I had a dhrame Jas night, an* 
id always cums for bad.'* 

" Dhrames is nothin', mother," said Jenny, *' sorra 
heed I'd give them — go to bed now an' sleep ; ye'll be 
the betther iv it." 

*' Up or down, dear, it's all one; there's throuble greater 
nor ever afore us — it was a poor day t'ye, alanna, ye joined 
us at all." 

*• I never rued it yet, mother ; and iv it's allotted for 
us to have more throuble, welcome be the will of God — 
J can put up wid it : och, God knows I'd walk the world 
wid Andy an' ye ;" arid the poor young creature, for she 
was not yet eighteen, took up hec apron to dry the tears 
that were streaming from her eyes. 

" The King iv heaven give ye the worth iv yer goodness 
an* save ye the last day, asthore machree, (pulse of my 
heart)" was all the old woman could utter; and throw- 
ing her arms around her daughter's neck, they wept long 
and bitterly. 

At length footsteps were heard at the door ; Jenny 
hastened to open it, but, to her utter dismay, it was not 
her husband who entered. Jem came 'apparently in 
search of Murray, but, in fact, to wai-n him to leave 
the country, saying, " that Denis was kilt out an' out." 

We shall not attempt to pourtray the misery of the 
wife and mother on hearing those dreadful tidings — the 
strongest words could scarcely convey an idea of their 
agony — and succeeding days but added to its poignancy, 
for Andrew returned not, nor could they hear of him in 
any quarter. Denis was not killed, but for some time 
his life was despaired of. During this period Murray's 
landlord sold every thing on the premises for the rent 
due — dispossessed the women, and they were throMm on 
;lhe world pennyless, and almost naked, in the depth of 
winter, when the ground was covered with snow. As 
iiey were much respected by their neighbours, they might 
iave been supported by them, but this they would not 
accept, and, after 2 short time, they left the place — 
** Xhe world was all before thom, where to chuse 
Their place of rest, and Providence their guide ;" 
but before their departure they had the consolation of 
knowing that Denis was recovering. 

It was towards evening, on a cold November day, the 
cast wind blowing bitterly, and the sky having all the 
appearance of snow, that two females were dragging 
their weary way across a bleak country, in the direction 
of a few cabins that were seen in the distance. One 
¥ras old and the other young, and both w^ere faint, and 
the younger, particularly, was scarcely able to walk ; they 
were clad in the miserable remnants of what had once 
been decent clothing. Having with difficulty got over 
ti high ditch, the young woman broke a long silence, 
saying— " Mother, dear, I must sit down — I hav'n't a 
bit iv breath, an* tliere's heat at the back iv this ditcliT- 
i|he cowld is goin' through me." 

«* We'llrest a little,, a lamia/' replied theeldcr^ "only 



don't stay long, ye'li only get worse ; the houses is not 
far off." 

" Och, I'm in dread I'll never be able to lave this, 
the Lord look down on me, an', iv it be his holy will, 
reheve me." 

« Amen, a vourneen; God help ye, only for me an* 
mine ye might be happy the day." 

" I thought nothin' iv losing my poor child, he was 
taken to glory, an' now I'd die happy, mother, iv I could 
see one sight iv Andy; och, och, is he on the world at 
all," replied Jenny — for the females were Murray's wife 
and mother. 

"Don't sit here, a haski," said the mother, '"'the 
cowld 'ill kill ye out — get up, dear, an* maybe the Loro 
id hear yer prayer." 

" Asy for a niinit, mother, tal I get more breath," mur- 
mured Jenny, in a faint voice. 

After waiting a short time the mother said—" Rise, 
dear, ye'll only get waker in the cowld." 

With some effort Jenny arose, and tottered for a few 
paces forward, the old woman endeavouring to support 
her; but she would have fallen had not a man, who came 
behind, caught her. 

•* The Lord reward ye, honest man," said the old 
woman, "an' help this crathur to" — but stopping short, 
she gave a cry of joy, exclaiming — "Andy, 3 cushla 
me ?hree — Andy, dear, dear, did ye cum fo us agin — O 
wirra, wirra." 

On hearing her mother's exclamation, Jenny suddenly 
rallied— her strength seemed to return — she gazed on 
her husband for an instant, threw herself into his arms, 
looked rapturously up to heaven, and her head fell in- 
sensible on his bosom. It was her last exertion, for with 
it her soul was rendered into the hands of its Maker. 
But why dwell on this harrowing scene ? The mothe", 
soon followed her affectionate daughter. Andrew Mur- 
ray did not long survive; and he died solemnly warning 
those who surrounded him at the moment, to beware of 
gambling, by which his fair prospect of happiness in this 
life had been blighted. " I had land, money, an' re- 
spect," he would say — " a good mother, a loving wife, 
an* a fine child ; I beggared an* kilt those I loved best 
in the world ; I am dyin' before twenty-one years went 
over me ; I was a gambler. But, thanks be to God, he 
gave me time to repent, before he tuk me a^vay. 
Oh, young men, an' ould men, be warned by me, an* see 
the Hreadful fruits of gambling." W. 

THE WIND AND THE WEATHER. 

Nothing is more difficult than to form any tolerable 
theory as to weather or wind, and yet it is a most amus- 
ing speculation. In Ireland the wind commonly does half 
the duty of the sun — it dries the ground, and saves the 
harvest — without it the country would be scarcely habita- 
ble — fanned by the Zephyrs, we have the winters of Ita- 
ly, and the summers of Tempe. Other countries in our 
latitude are perished in spring and early summer, by east 
and north \vinds, caused by the melting of the snows on 
the continent, or the rarifaction of the air at the Equator. 
This we seldom experience to any inconvenient degree. — 
The Sirocco sometimes visits us — the Bise very rarely. 
It is true that our Zephyrs are not always of the mildest 
— when the condensed vapours of the Atlantic are preci- 
pitated on the Emerald Isle, there is a pressure of the at- 
mosphere, and a disengagement of air, that often threaten* 
to sweep all before it. 

Young trees thrive better in Ireland than in any other 
country ; but when there is not great shelter, they cannot 
grow large— the oak is twisted, the larch bent, the fir and 
the elm blown down ; yet formerly Ireland was celebrated 
for fine timber — so she may be again, if we plant largely 
and in masses. This is not a country for screens and 
clumps— we want woods. The best places to plant, are 
the east and north sides of hills, in general the most ste- 
rile, though most sheltered part ; on the plain the tree h 
exposed to every blast, on the hill side but to one. If all 
tenants were obliged to plant a few acres to the west of 
their farms, (perhaps ten per hundred) it would give or- 
nament, shelter, md fire-wood. The best timber for Ire- 
land are oak, ash, larch, birch, Canada poplar, timber sally, 
and the common Norway pine, 
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An ancient bronze seal, of which the above is an 
exact copy, wa^ found on the site of " Temple Brigld," 
which stood where the Catholic Cliupel now stands in 
the City of Armagh. It appears to have been the pri- 
vate seal of one of the deans of the old cathedral of 
tliat city . it is in the highest preservation. The device 
is an eagle, and ronnd it the inscription — S. Joseb 
Dfxan'i Ahdmaciiani — the seal of Joseph, De-an of 
Armagh. From the shape of the letters tliis seal may be 
assigned to the end oi' the tweKtli or thirteenth century; 
they arc the same as those that appear on various seals of 
these centuries, in particular upon one of Roger, Arch- 
bishop of York, a()pended to a deed to Furncis Abbey, 
dated 1154, publisiied in the " Vetusta Monurncnta," and 
also the seal of York City, published in Drake^s History 
of York. J. C. 



THE GOBAN SAOR. 

Sir — Having observed some reference, in the late 
numbers of your valuable Journal, to this remarkable 
person, I beg to forward a few additional particulars^ 
which you may deem not altogether unworthy of inser- 
tion. 

I had frequently heaf d, among other traditional stories, 
that the burial place of the Goban Saor was an island 
*i. the Bog of Allen, called "Deire na Bplannc," about 
two miles from Killenaule, in the County of Tipperary. 
As I was returning home, on Thursday ' ;t, from a visit 
to the stately ruins of Athassel Abbey, (where I had the 
pleasure of seeing the effigy of William de Burgo, the 
founder of this magnificent structui'e, about tlie year 
1 200, together with the fragment of a tombstone, bearing 
the date, MCCCCIIIVI— I suppose 1456-the oldest I 
had ever met in my researches in Ireland,) I observed, on 
passing through the bog, at a distance of two miles from 
the road, a small island, on the summit of which was an 
ancient ruin of considerable size ; it struck me that this 
might have been the burial place of which I hud so often 
heard, and, on stopping to enquire of a peasant what 
place it was, received for answer—'* That, Sir, is Deire 
na Bplannc, where himself is buried." " Who is buried 
there?'* said I. " What, Sir,'* said he, *' did you never 
hear of the Goban Saor?" "Indeed,'^ J replied, ** I 
often did — and no later than yesterday read in the Penny 
Journal, that there were reasons to believe that a cele- 
brated architect, of that name, actually lived in Ireland 
so long ago as the sixth century ; but whom can I get to 
show me his burial place ?" " If you will venture 
through the bog, I shall accompany you with pleasure. 
Sir." Upon this, quitting my car, and led by my active 
guide, whom I found to be an intelligent and communi- 
cative young man, what with leaping, picking steps, and 
occasionally sinking to my knees in the marsh, exposed 
to a scorching sun, I made my way first to a smaller island, 
and from thence to the place of my destination ; and at 
the top of the hillock which formed the island, my guide 
pointed out to me w hat he called the tombs of the Goban 
tiaor and his twelve journeymen. These consisted of 
two cairns, and four oblong, and one round stone, which 
I shall thus particularize : — - 

No. 1, which my guide called the tombstone of the 
Goban himself, a very ancient coffin-shaped stone, mea- 
suring five feet and a half in length, and one foot and a 
iiaif in breadth ^t th^ vpper part, j^nd thirteen inches ^t 



the lower. On the upper part Was cafved, in relief, but 
now much defaced, the head and neck of a man ; the 
head is fitted into a separate hollow stone, having a cor- 
responding hollow on the opposite side, as if for another 
head. The body o£ the stone is adorned with annulets 
and other devices. 

No. 2, a like stone, four feet and a half by fourteen 
inches, having also a head engraved on it. 

No. 3 is four feet four inches long, and two feet sir 
inches broad at top, and one foot five inches at the lower 
part. This stone has two heads a few inches apart. 

No. 4 is one foot and a half long, and one foot m 
breadth, having carved on it two heads, with the backa^ 
to use the expression of my guide, "facing each, 
other;" the rest are all placed horizontally. 

No. 5 is a large round stone, hollowed on one side, 
and within the hollow is a human face carved. The tomb* 
stones arc all laid indiscriminately, without rega||ti t0 
the points of the compass, and have the appearance of 
great antiquity. 

Having remained among the tombs as long as time 
woiild permit, for night was approaching, and I had a lon^ 
journey before me, I paid a short visit to the venerable 
ruin on the su[nmit of the island, which seemed to have 
been a small monastery, to which was attached an ancient 
church, of excellent workmanship, tlic chancel of which: 
alone remained in a state of tolerable preservation. 
This was twenty-seven feet by fifteen, having, in the east 
end, two narrow stone windows, three similar ones in 
the south, and one in the north ; and in the south waif 
a font for holy water, with a handsome round arch, 
curiously wrought. 

My guide " shortened my journey'* by the followin;^ 
story, explanatory of the name of the island, which, 
indeed, I had heard before among the peasantry :— 
" Deire na Bplannc means the end or termination of the 
planks. The Goban Saor having been barbarously mur 
dered, together with his journeymen, by twelve highway- 
men, the murderers proceeded to his hous^ and toy the 
Goban's wife, with an air of triumph, that tbis-y had 
killed her husband. She, appearing nowise coocerned, 
asked them to assist her in drawing open the tm; k of 9 
tree, which the Goban had been cutting up into planks. 
They put in their hands for the purpose, when, drawing 
out n wedge, she left them literally in a cleft sticky 
and, taking up an axe, cut off all their heads a$ a blow.** 

I now leave it to some of your antiquari^ja correspond 
dents tb judge whether the popular tradition has any 
foundation in truth, which fixes the scene of my Thurs^ 
day's pilgrimage, as the tomb of the Goban Saor. 

I am. Sir, &c. &c, W. W. 



TRANSLATION OF AN OLD IRISH SONG. 

Mourn, daughters of Ullin* O cease not to mourn : 

The fate of yomig Toscau, who ne'er shall return 

Awake ! my sad harp, let the song of his praise 

Descend to the heroes of far distant daysT 

The sons of proud* Locblin had pass 'd the green vrave-^ 

He called his eompanions, their country to save ; 

A dark mountain torrent, they rush'd on the foe, 

And soon was their chieftain by Toscar laid low# .^ 

Each foe having fall'n or fled the fierce field, ,j 

The hero of Ullin reclin'd on his shield : 

A dark son of Lochlin lay hid near the plai?!, 

By whose fatal arrow brave To scar was sUiin. 

One stone, with its moss, will to future times tell ' 

Where the youth nobly fought^whcre the youth basefy 

ffclL 
Mourn, daughters of Ullin ! cease, cease not to moum 
The fate of your hero, who ne'er shall return ! 
Let the tears of your beauty descend on his grave, 
^Tis a tribute that's due to the worthy .Und brave ; 
From the cloud of his spirit, 'twill sooth him to vieiV, 
His memory held dear by such mourners as you ! 
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